238                      SILENT IS THE VISTULA
14 for the next case It was still pouring and we were soaked through My mouth felt dry and my head feverish, But there was not much time to think of such things, not even time to pity those who lay in the mud, under the falling curtain of rain, waiting for our help
All night we carried them from the gate to tie barrack, from the gate to the barrack The smell of blood was in our nostrils. The sight was unbelievable. People were lying on the floor, their eyes bright with fever, their bandages, long unchanged, caked with blood and pus. Many were too exhausted to drive away the big blue-green flies which clustered around their wounds, eyes and even open mouths.
Dr. Janusz moved among the diseased with a long white sheet of paper and kept writing on it one name after another, assigning them to the various hospitals in the vicinity. Almost every day many cases would be sent from our camp to these hospitals. How they managed there God only knew.
The death rate in Barrack 2 that day'was tea per cent I was surprised it was so small.
I had found a moment to go over to the wall and look at the stretcher with the delirious young girl. She was still unconscious and moaning. She tried to raise herself and then she fell back cm the stretcher, unable to move,
I stood over her and she focused her eyes on me for a second She quieted down, and seemed normal and conscious again.
"Hease take my jacket off," she begged. "It hurts me, here, tinder my arms."
Tien she closed her eyes, as I knelt by the stretcher
TDon't touch her,** a woman warned me sharply.
"She's crazy."
"We are all crazy,** I answered.
I polled off the blaa^